THE  TRAIN
The brunette also rose, and Vaska was amazed to see
how beautifol she was. Her hair lay on her head in tight
little sausages, her lashes were coal black and curled
upward, while her eyebrows—could there ever be anv-
thing so lovely?—long, reaching from nose to temples,
and fine and even, as eyebrows never are in reality.
Vaska burned with a bitter envy. She wanted to be as
beautiful as that.
"Sit down, girls/' said the hairdresser.
lya sat down before a mirror, while Vaska decided
to have a manicure. The water in the tiny bowl was
scalding hot, and the manicurist, wrestling with Vaska's
fingers, hard and roughened with manual work, cut her
twice so that the blood flowed, but Vaska never blinked
an eyelid—other people stood it, and she could.
She regarded her bright-red nails with passionate
admiration. "What lovely nails that girl's got," every-
body would say. "Just look at those nails!"
She sat down before a mirror.
"Permanent?" asked the hairdresser.
Vaska wanted to assent but lya interrupted.
"We'll not have time for a perm., we've got to be
back in an hour. Have a wave."
"A wave," Vaska whispered.
The hairdressers put all their hearts into the work
They liked these girls in military uniform, they kept
questioning them as to who they were, where had they
come from and where had they been. Other customers
joined in, and the conversation became general, even
the manicurist and the old cloakroom attendant taking
part. Only the woman with the wires was silent, peering
out from the neighbouring room like a spider.
"Eyebrows, girls?" asked the hairdresser, and before
Vaska had time to more than nod, she had seized a
razor and shaved off nearly the whole of them.
"Oh!" gasped Vaska. "Isn't that too thin?"
"You like them broad?" asked the hairdresser. "We'll
make them broad, then/'
At last the delightful procedure came to an end.
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